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waters, Gullfoss which the sun of afternoon makes glorious
with the golden colour of its name* Still, as for centuries
the same soft-eyed, courageous, uncomplaining little
horses carry their heavy masters all day long, without
more than a few mouthfuls of rare grass; toiling up the
jagged lava-track, threading with dainty caution the
green treachery of the morass, groping and stumbling
through the roar of glacier-torrents whose muddy-grey
welter hides so many false footholds and deadly holes.
Still the great plover of the moorland wheels and circles
hoarsely barking about the wayfarer, inquisitive as if
it had never seen shape of man before; along the desolate
beaches parties of brown eider-ducks with all their
downy offspring rise before the intruder from their nests
of brown seaweed and toddle in sedate family-procession
to the sea; grotesque puffins, red in face and foot, skim
the wave-crests, looking like flying moles in muzzles;
two and two the wild swans, in their white and lonety
dignity, sail slowly across sea-firth or rnountain-tarn; and
the sea-eagle swoops hatefully down-wind, like a greai
brown bomber, screaming at the rider who darei
approach its nest on that grey battlefield of stones, int<
which Markfleet has turned and is still turning th<
meadows of Lithend*
This sense of a sad and changeless eternity presse
more insistently than ever on the belated wandere
under the white summer*-night which hangs in heaven
for ever about to fall, yet never falling, as hour by hou
the slow after-glow of the sunset steals along the Arcti
horizon to become imperceptibly the first light of dawi
But at all times of the day the Iceland sky can be ?
dreamily magical as that of Atlantic Ireland, with i